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Audacious Adventurer 


It's dark outside. I can't see a thing. It will be over soon. When the 
Sun rises, the darkness will make way for a shiny world. The colors 
that I find soothing will replace this barren environment. My 
senses will experience familiarity. I know, everything will be 
normal again. 

It's dark inside. I never could see a thing and yet, I can see 
everything I need to see. The Sun never rises here. Hence, there are 
no shadows and no mirages. This darkness never differentiates, it 
unifies, it embraces all. If I could help it, it will prevail. Nothing 
will be normal again. I know, I'll have exactly what I seek. 

There are things that come and go, inconsistent prickles that 
become whatever they receive. As memories of past pleasures, they 
can be potent catalysts for pain. Manifested as anguish, they 
intensify the agony. With attention, they become important; 
ignored they lose their punch. 

Then, there are things that remain the same. They build up, 
spreading surreptitiously, affecting irreversibly, and leave their 
imprint. Contagious and beyond time, they exist everywhere. They 
impede the soul, distort the mind, broaden the illusion, weaken the 
body, increase dependency on worldly things, and thus, dominate 
each facet of the creation. Only a potent negativity can negate their 
negative influence. 

My anomalous soul creates impulses in the universe, its own 
reflection. These impulses ripple through everything causing 
paradoxes in the very fabric of the cosmos. The echoes of these 
paradoxes converge on my soul to create more anomalies. 

Anything complex will compound the complications. The 
juggernaut that everyone faces, the interplay of the reflection and 
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its echo, feeds on complexities. Only something simplistic can 
eradicate these complexities. 

I am here to perform a simple ritual. It frees my soul from all 
anomalies. It summons the ubiquitous darkness that eliminates all 
paradoxes. It incites the omnipotent negativity to destroy the 
juggernaut. Within the next few minutes, I'll effortlessly gain what 
sometimes takes more than a lifetime to achieve. 

Drenched in light, this wilderness becomes the epitome of 
dread; a ghastly, harrowing depiction of all the intricacies. 
Drowned in darkness, it dissolves in monotony; frightening yet 
embracing. A stark reminder of the ultimate truth, this place is the 
essence of the human existence and also, its futility. 

The one being invoked here doesn't need invoking. 

With rage smoldering underneath the tranquility, my inner 
turmoil is brewing into a violent storm. My sudden craving for the 
smell of death bewilders me. I find the sight of burning corpses 
soothing. Blazing pyres brighten my soul. My maddening impulses 
become a source of divine joy. 

Starker, stronger, something dark has risen within and without. 

This is a game of power. Dominance and control are its 
objectives. If I had followed the norms, heeded the warnings, 
stopped being my reckless self even for a short while and believed 
that I was too young, too inexperienced; I wouldn't have been here. 

I dared. I am here. Alone. 

I want to embrace this chaos. It emboldens me, motivates me to 
forcibly take what's mine. It carves me out of a lump of rock. The 
more I am chiseled, the more profound the dark figure towering 
over me becomes. Clearly, I've been heard even before I started 
calling. 

Now that I have an audience, I'll face the music. I'll prove 
myself worthy of the blessings of the goddess of destruction - Kali. 



Burning Pyre 


"If you can 't take a little bloody nose, maybe you ought to go back 
home and crawl under your bed. It's not safe out here. It's wondrous 
with treasures to satiate desires both subtle and gross. But it's not for 
the timid. ' - Q> Star Trek TNG 

Who am I? 

Am I a body which is believed to have a soul? 

I came into existence the moment this body was conceived. It 
verifies my being, validates my life. It has a brain that makes sense 
of the gibberish that is thrown at it, finds a purpose and leads me 
the way I am supposed to be led. My body also has a heart. It feels, 
it loves and makes me desire everything more and more. An organ 
called soul is yet to be found. 

Then, there is the point when my body exists but my brain and 
heart stop functioning. I sometimes wonder if I am a body, how 
can I experience things that are way beyond its extremities. If I am 
a body, I shouldn't be dead before my body is incinerated on the 
funeral pyre. 

Perhaps, I am a soul which sometimes chooses to have a body. 

I am here to learn, experience and discover. What I know 
prevails even when my body does not. I'll also teach, share and 
inspire; sometimes without my body's intervention. I know, this 
body is an illusion although sometimes I prefer not to remember 
this fact so that I can allow myself to indulge without worrying 
about the consequences and witness whatever transpires. 

Once I have experienced all there is to experience, learned 
whatever I need to learn, the illusion will help me break free from 
the life - death cycle and I'll return to my rightful place. But, if I am 
not careful, it will turn the cycle into a perpetual trap. I can be 
addicted to various bonds. The blinding emotions will never let me 
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remember the fact which I had chosen to forget temporarily. 
Misguided by attachments, I'll be lost in a flurry of conflicting 
anomalies. If, as fate would have it, that happens, I'll be drawn here 
at the temple of the dark, ultimate truth. 

This eerily calm place is called the Shmashan, the cremation 
ground - a gateway to both the heaven of moksh and the hell of 
rebirth. This place is where empty shells turn to ash, the worthless 
is disposed of and myths are dispelled. It is so attuned to banishing 
the illusionary light that its mere mention maddens the ignorant 
and drives them away. 

Detachment must come naturally - unabashed and free from all 
comforting lures. There can't be even a trace of any worldly affair. 

I must learn to separate the essence from the semblance. Once I 
have mastered the ensemble and the parts, I'll be free. My existence 
will be devoid of sadness. I'll savor the pleasure in every possible 
way. Then, I'll get caught again. Only then, I'll be able to 
understand that like my captivity, my freedom is also an illusion. 

The more I look at the funeral pyre, the more it intrigues me. 
First, the blistering heat boils the flesh away from the bones; then, 
it chars them differently into a single substance, ash. So many 
bodies, so different from each other and yet, they all end up the 
same, indistinguishable from each other. 

Dancing on a whim, flowing transcendentally, spreading 
warmth without bias, the fire that burns the funeral pyre needs 
sustenance, produces smoke and leaves residue. It may brighten my 
surroundings, but it can't enlighten me. 

The fire that can enlighten me does not brighten anything at 
all. It is darker than the darkest corner of my psyche. It is 
omnipresent, relies on nothing and annihilates everything. The 
ignorant project it as a symbol of negativity the world over. The 
wise embrace it as the blessing of goddess Kali. 

Goddess Kali is the presiding deity of the Shmashan. She is the 
beginning, she is the end. A primal force that enchants everything, 
she destroys worldly bondages while blessing with divine pleasures. 
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She is the stark representation of the ultimate truth, she is the 
illusion. She is the one who dominates this universe. Damned or 
blessed, she listens to all. 

I don't need to call her. I don't need complex procedures, long 
rituals or tongue twisting mantras to blend with her. All I need is 
Kalika Ashtak. 

Kalika Ashtak is an eight versed hymn created by Adi 
Shankaracharya. It encompasses the energy that existed before the 
inception of time. It vibrates with the darkness that will prevail 
after everything else has perished. Everyone who should know it, 
knows it; many experience divine joy reciting it; and some 
transcend the visible universe meditating on it. It can negate every 
negativity. 

I have my share of negativity. It is way too potent for 
conventional means. It has a much larger sphere of influence. It 
affects everything associated with me; but, to my utter dismay, it 
hurts me the most. 

Kalika Ashtak protects me from my own negativity. It engulfs 
my negativity with the darkness emanating from goddess Kali, 
transforms it into energy and channels it towards my Kundalini 
enabling me to achieve any goal. 

Tonight, it will enliven the Shmashan for me. 



Chaos 


An enlivened Shmashan is an enigma, a reality where all worldly 
concepts become irrelevant. Tonight, it will let my ritual turn it 
into a gateway leading away from the clutches of space - time 
continuum. It will help my mantra, which has the potential to 
harness the entire energy of the universe, create a convergence of 
every possibility. Breaching every boundary, it will keep me away 
from the intricacies of the conscious and turn my body into its 
own reflection. 

Like the universe, my existence is not limited to the physical. It 
is multi-layered, multi-dimensional and spans several realms; so 
does my ritual. The hyper-conscious part of my ritual bounces off 
my existence, traverses the universe and aligns some of its elements 
with me. Then those elements result in occurrences necessary for 
attaining my goal. Some of the experiences become a part of me, 
enhancing me, upgrading me by bringing order to chaos and 
sometimes, by creating chaos to bring a new order. 

Then again, energy is chaos. The rapids that I intend to ride to 
my destination may also swerve me away from it. Energy is 
uncontrollable and infinite. I must have the capacity to absorb 
everything. Energy is unpredictable. I must have a way to ensure 
that no matter where I go, I'll reach my destination. 

Seven aspects define my being. Each can be a reason for strength 
and a cause for weakness simultaneously. These seven uniquely 
configured mounds of twigs and dried leaves represent each of 
those aspects. I seek the strength of the governing elements with 
my left hand, infuse them with the vibrations of my mantra at my 
anahat chakra and, using my right hand, make a living connection 
with the mound symbolizing that aspect. The moment the union 
is complete, the enlivened Shmashan at the center bolsters the 
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aspects as my secondary soul. This new strength brings new 
possibilities of becoming one with every soul, linking with all 
inanimate objects and learning whatever is there to learn. 

The constituents are absolute. Harmoniously bound in a circle 
around the Shmashan, they ritually represent the only way out of 
the life-death cycle, my human form. An influx of mantra-soaked 
water creates a force that turns all undesirables into the energy I 
seek. It also eliminates parasites draining me spiritually. 

I invoke goddess Kali as the fire that brings life into these seven 
mounds so that if I chose to return to the mortal world, nothing 
would ever affect me adversely. I'll have everything I need. Nothing 
would be able to steer me away from my goal. All that is 
undesirable would bounce off my shield and return to its source. 
Those who would do anything to put me on one of these pyres 
would end up fueling them. No matter how hard and how 
frequently I'm tossed around, I'll still be here. 

The iron in my trident has proved its ability to put an end to 
perpetuity against the ravages of the treacherous tides of time. 
Purified in the pyre and energized with mantras, it can create a 
bubble that isolates me from the rest of the universe. A mundane 
line drawn with it creates a new realm where all happenings align 
with my objective. Acting as a beacon, a pockmark will help me 
navigate the chaos. 

While everyone else slips deeper into their worldly slumber 
enjoying the dreams of a comfortable future in paradise, unleashed 
by my trance, I rise from the pile of ash and soar away from this 
desolate land as determined as a raven to rediscover what has 
always been my own. 

With my ascent, stories long forgotten are resurfacing to merge 
themselves with the one progressing. Stories of pain; stories 
reaffirming a skewed mortality and giving prominence to the shell; 
stories of love and heartbreak; stories of triumph and loss; stories 
drenched in lust and sometimes, with a touch of divinity; stories 
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solely aimed at dragging me back to the ground and making me 
bask in the Sun that has already set. 

Pyres, long cold, have suddenly found a reason to reignite 
themselves. Those who were believed to have found eternal solace 
have awakened. Thousands of fiery eyes, fixated on my worldly 
garb which hides my divine perfection beneath a mutating, 
warping layer of delusions. They know, I could have discovered it 
the moment I was born, but, like them, I chose to enjoy the shell 
thickening the layer further allowing each missed opportunity to 
make it a bit more difficult, a bit more painful to look through. 
They are peering through my heart in search of even the slightest 
hint of fear, pain or weakness so that it can be used to strangle me, 
force me into joining their ranks as a slave. They want to evoke an 
emotion, any emotion. So much as a flinch would be enough to set 
me back centuries. They have surrounded me. Clearly, they expect 
me to try to run away. 

They'll make a perfect sacrifice to goddess Kali. I wonder, who 
among us really needs to run away! 

The crossroads of time is a foggy place. If I am not carefully, I 
might miss the truth hidden in various guises in a venomous 
concoction of pain and hardships. The past, though sometimes a 
grim story of wrong choice and lost opportunities, is my greatest 
teacher. The present is the only reality even if it is shrouded in 
thick coats of dissatisfaction and it is leaning towards a divine 
future. I better balance my vision so that I can see all three of them 
simultaneously and make them flow towards me. 

My energy is at my Sahasrar and rising. If it weren't for my 
beacon, I would have drifted too far into the abyss to return. With 
my stepping into this inter-phasic state, the hyper-conscious part 
of my ritual has kicked in. Deconstructing each layer of my 
existence, a rapidly growing chaos is engulfing me from within. It is 
being reflected on the world below, triggering its annihilation, and 
echoed back in to fuel itself. 
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Darkness is everywhere. This place doesn't 
neither do I. Like the time before time, there 
perfect. As a part of it, I've become perfect as well. 


exist anymore, 
is nothing. It's 



Darker 


On the muddy, slippery plateau of the waking world, mortality 
reigns over me with my perception in a limbo and my will cast into 
a mere whisper of a desire. Pinned to the ground by my 
expectations, no matter how well I meditate, no matter how 
efficiently I am driven towards my goal, I can barely muster enough 
strength to stay upright. 

My mutinous sub-conscious fiddles me in the murky waters of 
confusion. Unraveling yet intoxicating, it severely dampens my 
ability to discern reality from fantasy. I can certainly shoot the 
melon; but, it might as well be my own head. 

After a sustained entanglement with the dreamy hues, I become 
hyper-conscious in a boundless, substance-less, timeless existence 
beyond the physical world. Bereft of any sensory input, 
disassociated from all emotions, this state strips me off of all 
reasons, memories, knowledge, impulses and desires. Then, after 
getting rid of all adulterations, my divine self reasserts itself. I get 
the means to satiate every possible desire; but with no will or need, 
the exercise becomes futile. 

Now, I can either wait for the circle to complete itself or I can 
venture ahead. 

What lies ahead doesn't come easy. Accessing it can neither be 
taught nor be learned. Some, like me, are born with the ability; to 
some, it happens randomly, spontaneously; the remainder wonder 
eternally whether it actually exists. Never a straight road, this 
gateway to infinite possibilities is a domain where every law of 
nature is bent. Re-integrating my will into the equation, it is called 
the Turiya. 

In this sublime nothingness, the extremity of the top is 
indistinguishable from the beginning of the middle. Wisdom 
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emerging from the confluence of the streams of time drives the 
mechanism of a blessing or a curse. One splinters into many and 
many bond coherently as one. The inexhaustible wave, running 
through the living and the inanimate beyond the layers of 
separation, has synchronized with my resurrected will. Gushing 
furiously, it has brought me to the one I sought - Goddess Kali. 



Earth Experience 


"The hall is rented, the orchestra engaged. It's now time to see if you 
can dance. " - Q, Star Trek TNG 

Dawn should be moments away. Still deep in trance with rare 
sprinkles of reality, unsure of the ending of one incident and the 
beginning of the next, I feel as if I am gliding back and forth 
through time. In this fleeting moment of silence between the 
roaring upsurges, I wonder whether I completed the ritual. It 
wouldn't matter much even if I did not. I started it. I caused 
whatever happened here tonight. Now, since I feel it is time for me 
to achieve my goal, I will achieve it. 

Beyond those hundreds of eager eyes patiently waiting to gorge 
on me, I can see, clearer than ever, that she is here. She has always 
been around, accompanying me everywhere. We are inseparable. 
But I am not here to feel her presence or enjoy the euphoria of 
comparing her fabled visual appearance with what my senses are 
telling me. I've been doing that for as long as I can remember. I 
have realized that she was actively involved in each of what looked 
like a coincidence. Whenever I fell and each time I got up, there 
were invaluable lessons. It's time for a more direct lesson. Even if I 
failed, she'll wait patiently for my next attempt. 

There is a common trait among all things supernatural. They 
need to be believed in for them to be effective. A ritual based 
primarily on the hopes of random convergence of incidents usually 
results in frustration. Whereas the outcome of a ritual formulated 
with the wisdom of the hyper-conscious is associated firmly with 
the will of a disciplined mind. 

Among the initial steps for tonight, as in any advanced ritual, 
was creating a protective shield. As a trusted guardian, it has 
isolated me from whatever might hinder my efforts and prevented 
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unwanted appearances of my doppelganger. I believe as I was 
taught that this shield is necessary to advance to the next level. 
Without it, an eternal spiritual oblivion will be my fate. 

I love comfort. I worry about the welfare of this body. I despise 
pain. I fear death. I prefer life. I depend on my shield. I keep 
longing for her. Therefore, I need to drop my shield. If I survived, 
I'll reach her. If I died, I'll reach her. A win-win scenario. 

I smell something, subtle but strong. A sudden gust of wind 
carrying unusual odors shouldn't surprise me. A whiff of smoke is 
normal here but an unexpected onslaught of stench, intensifying 
with my every breath, is not. I can't bear it. I feel suffocated. I have 
a headache. It's fluctuating, shifting. Something is wrong, terribly 
wrong. That sharp pain down my spine is a clear indicator of 
things going south. Looks like the consequence of my over- 
confidence finally caught up with me. 

I feel weak. I no longer wish to remain in the Shmashan. 
Surrounded by the inferno of several burning pyres, I can not 
ignore the rapidly growing sense of dread. I sincerely wish all this 
to be a hallucination because they simply can not climb down their 
pyres. 

If I ever thought that I am not afraid of anything, this is my 
opportunity to do away with the wool pulled over my eyes. If I ever 
implied that I don't regret an iota of my life, I better take a hard 
look at what's staring right into my eyes. If I ever believed that the 
power emanating from my Kundalini will never diminish, I may 
never get to make amends. 

The thunderous reverberations of my chakras have come down 
to a halter. My life's worth of spiritual earnings have splintered 
doing away with my privilege of being here at this time of night. If 
the goings are allowed to go through, I'll have an eternity to ponder 
over the mistake I've just made. 

Their patience paid off. What I lost, they gained. They have 
abandoned the sanctity of their pyres to claim the remainder. If 
they were larger, I would have sneaked past them. Had they been 
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smaller, I would have stomped them out crushing them like bugs. 
Can't run, can't hide, I am trapped. I would have considered myself 
at their mercy if they had any. 

They lack substance but they pack a few mean punches; not to 
mention their bone shattering collisions. Their fangs, sunk into my 
chest, are sucking my heart dry. Their slithery fingers are wrapped 
around my throat. I don't know whether they are gagging me, 
strangling me or trying to decapitate me. Their claws, primarily 
being used to hold me in place, are efficient at leisurely ripping of 
my flesh. The pain is undeniably beyond description and yet, it is 
not the worst thing happening to me. 

Apart from a few bits, I don't remember who I am and what I 
am doing here. My Mooladhar and Swadhishthan have frozen 
solid. A cold hatred is slowly crawling upwards. If it reaches my 
Sahasrar, I am sure even in this confusion, I would be transformed 
into one of them and my redemption would become an eternal 
impossibility. 

Definitely, they are not human. Humans would lurk in the 
shadows and, after exhausting all options of exploitation, stab me 
in the back. They are determined, surgically precise and totally in 
control of the situation. My resistance is too meek to garner their 
attention let alone earn their respect. They are mocking me, 
rubbing salt on my wounds and yet, they are following a strict code 
of honour. I see hidden messages in their insults. I wonder, are they 
really trying to tell me something or I am seeing things that aren't 
there? Why else would they waste their effort on the food they are 
about to finish? 

They want me to remember. 

In the corporeal world, it is a mere pockmark created by my 
trident; the Turiya sees it as the zenith of each of the dimensions of 
my existence; here, my beacon shines brighter than the Sun as 
goddess Kali's third eye. It enables me to link with the essence of a 
state that was prevalent at a different time. It allows me to be that 
person in this situation and reignite the fire of my Mooladhar. No 
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matter how bleak the circumstance may appear, I need to realize 
that if it's not her, it's an illusion. Along with the hatred I just 
earned and the pain I endured, it will provide ample fuel for the 
blaze to rise back to my Sahasrar. 

The tunnel I am being sucked into must lead me to a place 
where there are no illusions. 

Like the first drizzle after a harsh summer, the breeze makes me 
impervious to any suffering. Submerged in darkness, the river feels 
diligent like linear time. Drifting with the flow, I have the ability 
to maneuver myself. There are things with a strong tug all around 
me. I guess, they are whirlpools. Occasionally, while zipping past 
them or circling them, they pull me inside. Sometimes, I emerge 
stronger, more resilient; sometimes, I narrowly manage to escape. 
Some can hasten my journey, few of the remaining can throw me 
upstream. One day, one of these whirlpools will help me break free 
forever. I am sure, the next one will take me where I want to be this 
very instant. 

Once again, I've proved myself worthy of her love. Once again, 
she has embraced me and reaffirmed my right to be called her 
favorite son. 

The world stretching till the horizon is the same. The sun rising 
above it is also the same. The person walking out of the Shmashan 
is way different than the person who had walked in last night. 



Kali Mahavidya 


Kali Mahavidya is a boundless ocean of infinite material and 
spiritual possibilities. Whoever earns it can achieve everything 
easily. Performed in three stages, the ritual begins with an intense 
meditation on a single letter beej mantra. This 1 1 day long process 
purifies one's mind, body and soul facilitating a speedier 
development. The 61 day long second stage is primarily aimed at 
material gains with a prominent spiritual inclination. The third 
stage makes aspirants worthy of becoming one with Goddess Kali 
and attaining moksh by skyrocketing the energy of their 
Kundalini. This stage lasts for another 1 1 days. 

Join this ritual and win the blessings of goddess Kali. 

Please note, participation in this ritual is NOT free. To 
participate, email the following to ashish.marathe@yahoo.com 
Name: 

Address: 

Date, place and time of birth: 

Nationality: 

Gender: 

Religion: 

Spiritual experiences, if any: 

Please, include a valid photographic proof of identity. 
DISCLAIMER: By participating in this event, you agree to 
indemnify and hold harmless me or anyone associated with this 
event from any and all claims or damages. 
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whenever Ashish Marathe publishes a new book. There's no charge 
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